MODERN TRAVEL

Presently they came into sight, and in spite of
pamphlets and illustrations and books that I had
read about the master industry of Australia, I
was wholly unprepared for one part of the
spectacle. Coralled up outside the central shed
were many thousand merino sheep, the foremost
pressing up a wooden incline leading into the
upper storey of the shed. How was it possible
that such a continuous stream should enter the
considerable, but by no means vast building ?
I could see no sheep emerge. They might have
been going into a Chicago packing house. The
mystery, of course, like most mysteries, was no
mystery. When later I went up into the long
barn that occupied the whole length of the shed,
I saw some forty men wielding forty machines ;
and could have spent hours watching the cyclopean
work. The heavy wood-work gave a cloistral
appearance to a building that outside was ugly
with the incomparable ugliness of corrugated iron ;
and the lazy sunshine from a fleckless sky gave
place to an almost religious light, where, 'if " to
work is to pray/' men prayed with fervour
indeed. I have never before seen so much energy
so effectively applied. The team of shearers,
young, and athletic in type, each handled an
electrically driven clipping machine; and as it
pressed home to the roots of the fleece, the wool
peeled back very much as water is folded aside
by the bow of a ship travelling fast and smoothly
through still water. The men were stripped almost
as men working before a furnace ; and the sweat-
drops fell from their forehead on to the sheep
huddled at their feet. Few animals struggled or
so much as showed restiveness. They doubtless
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